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not going to Alaska to mine, but to gather material for
books. Still, he could not have been altogether indifferent
to that "cool quarter of a million."

The best account of Jack to come out of Alaska is given
by Emil Jensen, from whom Jack fashioned his Malemute
Kid, and whom he later described as a noble man. Jensen
writes that Jack gave him the first word of welcome he
heard on the cold, inhospitable riverfront. Jack greeted him
by saying, " I can tell that you are a sailor and a Bay man by
the way you landed your boat without a jar in spite of the
current and the drift ice."

Jensen writes that the smile on Jack's lips was boyishly
friendly and his eyes sparkled as they looked straight into
his. He was consistently cheerful, always likeable, always a
staunch friend, When people disagreed with his socialism
Jack would say, "You are not ripe for it yet, but it will
come."

According to Jensen, the London cabin was the centre of
attention, for Jack ranked first in versatility and in chaining
the interest of his listeners. When men sometimes told
tales that seemed a little too tall, and the others withdrew in
incredulity, Jack only dug in deeper to extract the last of
the details. The little as well as the big things in his daily
camp life held for him a stimulus that made his every
waking hour worth living. To him there was in all things
something new, something worth while, be it a game of
whist, an argument, or the sun at noonday glowing cold
and brilliant above the hills to the south. Whether silent
in wondering awe as on the night he saw the snows aflame
beneath a weird sky, or in the throes of excitement while
he watched a mighty river at flood tide, lie was ever on
tiptoe with expectancy.

Jensen tells the amusing anecdote of how Jack loaned
him the Origin of Species. When Jensen complained that the
book was too complex for his simple vocabulary, Jack gave
him a copy of Haeckel's Riddle of the Universe for lighter
reading. This still proving too complex, Jack dug out of his
blankets his most valued possession, Milton's Paradise